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The mofl lamentable Tr^ die 

That to her brother which I faid to thcc. 

His Napkin with her true teares all be wet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull checkes. 
Ohwhatafimpathyofwoci* this! x 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe. 

Enter Aron the Moore alone . 

Moore . Titus Andronicus , my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old Titus , 

Or any oneofyou,chop off your hand, 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, 

And that lhall b e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grccious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 3 
Did euerRauen fing fo likcaLarke, 

That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife t 
With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff i 
l^ucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thtowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent: my hand will feruetheturnc, 

My youth can better fparc my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers hues, 
c Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftruffion on the enemies Cafllc i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My handhathbenebutidle,letit ferue 
To raunfome my two nephewes from their death, 
Thenhauelkcptittoa worthyend. 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand lhall goe along, 
Forfearc they die beforetheir pardon come. 

Marcus. My hand lhall goe. 

Lucius, Byheauenitftiailnotgoe'. 


of Tim An dreinkub . 

r tritus. Sirsftriueno more,fuch withred bearbs asthef© 

Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 

Lucm. SweetFather,ifI lhallbe thought thy forme, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Marcus. Andfor our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Mow let me Ihow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree bet weene you, I will fpare my hand. 

Lucius, Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

ejMarc. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt* 

Titus. Comehithcr Aron, lie dcceiue them both, 

Lendme thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I liue dcceiue men fo : 

But lie deceiueyouinanother fort. 

And that youle fay ere halfe an houre pane. 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe* 

Tims. Now flay your ftrife, what lhall be is difpatcht % 
Good Aron%iat his Maieftie my hand, 

Tellhim it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merriced : That let it haue. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

Asiewels puvehaft at an eafic price, 

And yet deere too, becaufel bought mine o^rne. 

Aron. I goe Andromcus, andfor thy hand, 

Lookeby andby to haue thy fonnes with thcc. 

Their headsl meanc : Oh how this villanv, 

Doth fatme with the very thoughts of it. 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face, Exit* 

F Thus 




